RECOLLECTIONS-OF A PLAYEB
me to care for him at my farm until our return. I did; but Jack, who had lived in a parlor and was washed and combed every day, became dreadfully metamorphosed when he rambled with Sandy through the Jersey mud, so much so that when Thorne came out to the farm to take him back to New York he scarcely knew him. I felt ashamed, myself, of Jack's appearance ; and, to add to our discomfort, the dog insisted on treating Thorne as a stranger, greeting him with sullen growls. "I don't want him," said Thorne ; "you may keep him." And we did for years.
Sandy and Jack ever held a warm place in our affections. After my long journey from the theater, the ill-assorted pair were always on hand, late as it was, to give me a joyous welcome. Sandy passed his life with us, and we all mourned his loss as keenly as if he had been a member of the family.
To return to my farming: I pitched in
manfully every moment I could spare, and
was always to be seen, hoe in hand, among
my trees.    Year after year it was my cus-
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